8	PREFACE
characteristic a supplement to the Persian Picture^ the oppor-
tunity has been taken of reproducing it in this place.
 *	Are we the same people I wonder when all our surroundings,
association, acquaintances are changed ?    Here that which is
me, which womanlike is an empty jar that the passer by fills
at pleasure, is filled with such wine as in England I had never
heard of, now the wine is more important than the jar when
one is thirsty, therefore I conclude, cousin mine, that it is not
the person who danced with you at Mansfield St that writes
to you to-day from Persia.—Yet there are dregs, English
sediments at the bottom of my sherbet, and perhaps they
flavour it more than I think.    Anyhow I remember you as
a dear person in a former existence, whom I should like to
drag into this one and to guide whose spiritual coming I will
draw paths in ink.    And others there are whom I remember
yet not with regret but as one might remember people one
knew when one was an inhabitant of Mars 20 centuries
ago.   How big the world is, how big and how wonderful
It comes to me as ridiculously presumptuous that I should
dare to carry my little personality half across it and boldly
attempt to measure with it things for which it has no table
of measurements that can possibly apply.    So under protest
I write to you of Persia : I am not me, that is my only excuse,
I am merely pouring out for you some of what I have received
during the last two months*
 *	Well in this country the men wear flowing robes of green
and white and brown, the women lift the veil of a Raphael
Madonna to look at you as you pass j wherever there is water
a luxuriant vegetation springs up and where there is not there
is nothing but stone and desert.    Oh the desert round Tehe-
ran !  miles and miles of it with nothing, nothing growing 5
ringed in with bleak bare mountains snow crowned and
furrowed with the deep courses* of torrents*    I never knew
what desert was till I came here: \ it i$ a very wonderful thing
to see; and suddenly in the middle of it all, out of nothing,
out of a little cold water, springs up a garden.    Such a garden 1
trees, fountains, tanks, roses and a house in it, the houses which
we heard of in fairy tales when we were little :  inlaid with
tiny slabs of looking-glass in lovely patterns, blue tiled, car-

